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the margin environed with steep cliffs, out of whose
sides and foot break forth fire and smoke in abundance,
making a noise like a tempest of water, and sometimes
discharging in loud reports, like so many guns. The
heat of this place is wonderful, the earth itself being
almost unsufferable, and which the subterranean fires
have made so hollow, by having wasted the matter for
so many years, that it sounds like a drum to those who
walk upon it; and the water thus struggling with those
fires bubbles and spouts aloft into the air. The mouths
of these spiracles are bestrewed with variously colored
cinders, which rise with the vapor, as do many colored
stones, according to the quality of the combustible mat-
ter, insomuch as it is no little adventure to approach
them. They are, however, daily frequented both by sick
and well; the former receiving- the fumes, have been
recovered of diseases esteemed incurable. Here we found
a great deal of sulphur made, which they refine in certain
houses near the place, casting it into canes, to a very
great value. Near this we were showed a hill of alum,
where is one of the best mineries, yielding a considerable
revenue. Some flowers of brass are found here; but I
could not but smile at those who persuade themselves
that here are the gates of purgatory (for which it may
be they have erected, very near it, a convent, and named
it St. Januarius), reporting to have of ten heard screeches
and horrible lamentations proceeding from these caverns
and volcanoes; with other legends of birds that are never
seen, save on Sundays, which cast themselves into the
lake at night, appearing no more all the week after.

We now approached the ruins of a very stately temple,
or theater, of 172 feet in length, and about 80 in
breadth, thrown down by an earthquake, not long since;
it was consecrated to Vulcan, and under the ground are
many strange meanders; from which it is named the
LABYRINTH; this place is so haunted with bats, that their
perpetual fluttering endangered the putting out our links.

Hence, we passed again those boiling and smoking hills,
till we came to Pozzolo, formerly the famous Puteoli, the
landing-place of St. Paul, when he came into Italy, after
the tempest described in the Acts of the Apostles. Here
we made a good dinner, and bought divers medals, an-
tiquities, and other curiosities, of the country people, whoe in breadth^old
